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And great gods eke aggrieved with our town.
I saw Troye fall down in burning gledes,
Neptunus* town clean razed from the soil.
Like as the elm forgrown in mountains high,
Round hewen with axe, that husbandmen
With thick assaults strive to tear up, doth threat;
And hackt beneath trembling doth bend his top,
Till yold with strokes, giving the latter crack,
Rent from the height, with ruin it doth fall.

With this I went, and guided by a god
I passed through my foes, and eke the flame:
Their weapons and the fire eke gave me place.
And when that I was come before the gates
And ancient building of my father's house,
My father, whom I hoped to convey
To the next hills, and did him thereto 'treat,
Refused either to prolong his life,
Or bide exile after the fall of Troy.
'All ye/ quod he, *in whom young blood is fresh,
Whose strength remains entire and in full power,
Take ye your flight.

For if the gods my life would have prorogued,
They had reserv'd for me this wonmng-place.
It was enough, alas, and eke too much,
To see the town of Troy thus razed once;
To have lived after the city taken.
When ye have said, this corpse laid out forsake;
My hand shall seek my death, and pity shall
Mine enemies move, or else hope of my spoil.
As for my grave, I weigh the loss but light:
For I my years, disdainful to the gods,
Have lingered forth, unable to all nee^ls,
Since that the sire of gods and king of men
Strake me with thunder and with levening blast**
Such things he gan rehearse, thus firmly bent;
But we besprent with tears, my tender son,
And eke my sweet Creusa, with the rest
Of the household, my father gan beseech
Not so with him to perish all at once,
Nor so to yield unto the cruel fate:
Which he refused, and stack to his intent.

Driven I was to harness then again,
Miserably my death for to desire.
For what advice, or other hope was left?
4 Father, thought'st thou that I may once remove,*
Quod I, *a foot, and leave thec here behind?